NEWS FROM THE FRONT*
N October 4, 1905, a college was opened at Nkwazi in the Likoma Diocese for preparing teachers for Holy Orders. Augustine and Eustace, two deacons whose portraits were in A f r i c a n T i d i n g s for March 1903, have gone there to be trained for Priest's orders. A scheme of instruction for native women teachers has been started at Likoma. The first examination was held at Christmas and the results were very encouraging. One teacher, Rahel Kabefu, who failed in arithmetic, pinned her examination paper above the door of her house to remind her of what she must do next time.
The three head boys in the school at Malindi are hoping to go to S. Michael's Training College in June. In the last school examinations the boys at Lozi School did better than those in any other school. Four of the boys have been made catechumens. At Unangu they are sending out some of the older Christians to preach to the heathen in the villages round, the Good Tidings which they have received. Padre Yohana does this once a month, sending ten men and ten women with a teacher to help them. They like doing it very much.
From Masasi we hear that there has been an incessant coming and going of people to welcome the Archdeacon. Sexagesima Sunday was a very happy reunion. Only 250 people could get into the little school which was used as a church, but it was a fine day and the rest of the large congregation arranged themselves all round the building and followed the service very heartily and reverently. 140 made their communion and they were all full of gratitude to God for His goodness in bringing them together again after their troubles.
Our last letter from Canon Porter tells us of his safe arrival at Masasi, and he hopes before long Mr. Sims and Mr. Tomes will join them, and the new church and buildings will be begun. He also says that there has been an abundant rainy season, and there is a fair supply of food, so we hope that now there will not be the famine they dreaded.
A Schoolmasters' Conference for native teachers has been held at Msalabani. There were thirty teachers present; it lasted for three days, and the teachers had five hours lectures a day, and this in tropical Africa is really hard work. On February 22 there was a short but severe hurricane at Msalabani; part of the ladies' house and verandah had the roof blown ofl, and the boys' kitchen sat down bodily on the top of the fire and the food, but not on the top of the women who were cooking. An old bedridden woman who had not been out of her house for a year was made a catechumen at Korogwe ; the service took place outside her h u t; Padre Prior gave her the cross, and Arthur and some of the other teachers were witnesses. The old woman's name is Rika.
Five boys were admitted as catechumens at Kigongoi on Sexagesima Sunday.
unable to do anything, so he turned to the Mission, thus hoping to save his sister from becoming a slave, as in this case she would have been, but, thanks to kind friends a t home, the money was sent us and we were able to pay off the debt, and little Mwaiko became a Mission child. She has had two years* teaching, and was baptized a t Pente cost o f last year. She is particularly happy at the Orphanage.
BXV. J. SAIDI AND HIS WIFE JOSEFIN.
There is nothing exciting to tell you of the children ; they are very like others of their own age, getting fits of naughtiness, when they now and again have to be punished, but as a rule they are really very good.
Y ou will see they are all wearing the garments known as sheeties, and not the little frock or teitei.
K ind friends, please note there are twenty chil dren, each child requires t w o sheeties, which means forty gar ments, and as these only last o n e term for school wear, they need three sets every year, or 120 sh eeties! W e are quite out of sheeties; it is a case of " Mother Hub bard and her bare cupboard." I hope our working parties are maks . D o r o t h e a ' s o r p h a n s w i t h b e v . j . s a i d i a n d j o s b f i n .
ing us some this winter.
L . M. D u n fo r d .
A SCHOOL OF BABIES.
D I G A N G A school is really a creche for some of the infants, as the mothers are away all day hoeing in the fields, so they come to us to be out of harm' s way. I never reject them however small they are, for the younger they are the better to learn Christian ways.
Each fa t babe has a little b it o f calico tied round it, and they look such darlings when they put their hands together to say their prayers and sing their hymn. Then they have Zigua Catechism or a Scripture story, then letters, paper folding or writing and drawing on sand trays. Lessons with acting songs and drill are put in whenever they begin to want to roll off their seats or drink w a te r! W e do have distractions though. Some of the babes have to rampage about and play with a ball or rag doll when they cannot settle to anything else. Nikola, a little white boy (his father is a Greek), has begun to come to sch oo l; he wears brown boots and a sun hat, and the other children think him very grand. He begins to cry because he gets fnghtened by all the brown children. Then two or three other children have babes on their backs, and they too start crying. I try to teach reading with Nikola 'S ob b in g on m y shoulder, and two out of the four pupils stamping up and down soothing wailing babies. Occasionally I have to make excursions to the other rooms to see whether Roda is keeping her babes in order, and to look over the writing of two elder; girls. M dAchi is one of our sm all boys. He also entered Msalabani School b y examination, and is doing very well indeed. W e hope he will soon be baptized, as he has been a catechumen for some tim e. H e is an orphan, and went to the Soko School, from whence he entered this school. H e is very sharp a t his work and is obedient and dilii gent, and quite one of our m ost promising boys. Mdachi is maintained by Stockton, Shifnal. J. C. W .
A STRANGE V ISITO

A STRANGE VISITOR.
U R IN G m y visits to an Indian woman whom I was teach ing, a poor old slave fre quently crept in, and after shutting the door with great caution, and peering suspi ciously all round, would steal up to me, grasp m y hands, and sitting as close as she could possibly manage say, in a tragic w hisper: " Y ou will not let them cut m y throat, and bury me in the pit they are digging for' me, will you ? Listen, listen, do you not hear them ? "
This somewhat startled me a t first until the Indian lady told me th at the poor old i woman was mad, and this was her craze.
She belonged to an Arab lady, but very often would spend whole days with her. This continued for several weeks, when one morning on our return from the early Celebration, we found Mama Mbuibui sitting huddled up inside our door. She crawled up to me, saying with a would-be winning smile : " I have come to live with you, Bibi, and then they won't come and cut m y throat and bury me in the p it." She refused to come upstairs with us, so we gave her some food under the stairs, where it was dark. After breakfast, with great difficulty I persuaded her to accompany me back to her friend Bibi Fatuma, she clinging tightly, to m y arm all the w a y ; but as we neared the house she came to a standstill, and steadily refused to move another step ; so, as a little crowd began to collect around us, there was nothing for it but to return to S. Monica's, and on the way thither she al most got into m y pocket as she declared her enemies were ju st about to cut her throat.
She remained downstairs all the morning, creeping in on her hands and knees amongst the 'children while they were in school, and almost frightening them out of their wits wijth h e : rolling eyes and weird gestures. This could not go on for an indefinite period, so, as she steadily refused to return to her proper abode, I went to the Roman Catholic Sisters to ask if they would receive the poor old creature in the House of the Poor, a t W alezo, which is under their charge. Then I paid a visit to the Arab lady to whom she belonged, and who, after a little hesitation, gave me permission to take her to W alezo, provided she returned to her when cured of her madness. I t was too late to take any further steps that day, so she remained with us for the night, though we had a little difficulty to persuade her that the hall door could not remain open all n ig h t; however, after a while she agreed to sleep outside under the trees, and in the morning, directly the door was open, she crawled in to the kindly shelter of the stairs.
In the aftern:on I hired a carriage-for Walezo is about five miles out of to w n ; and then the next move was to inveigle her o u t of the house and into the carriage!-truly a task requiring much patience and diplom acy; but at length, b y dint of per suasion and tambun (a mixture of tobacco, lime and areca nut wrapped up in a betelnut leaf, and which they chew) she was be guiled into the carriage, and we set off, and at last arrived at the House, where the kind Sisters took her under their care.
I have been several times since to see her, and poor old Mama Mbuibui seems very
happy. The Sisters say she gives little or no trouble, except when she thinks her would-be murderers are near, and then she becomes violent and noisy, but a few sooth ing words soon calm h e r ; they say also that she is most kind to the other inmates, and helps them in many little ways, and when she has any gifts of food or tambun, always shares it with the others. J . C.
B O A R O , L O D G IN G , A N D TR AV ELLIN G EXPEN SES BOARD, LODGING, AND TRAVELLING EXPENSES.
" Heigh Ho-the wind and the rain, For the rain it raineth every day."
lines were evidently written b y one who had been in Scotland or the Part °f the duty of the priests connected with the Chauncy M aples is to be p ut ashore a t some village on the east coast of Lake Nyasa, with food, bedding, cooking utensils, crock ery, ! clothes, and a ll things necessary for ministerial work, and the last instructions generally are, " W e will pick you up in about a fortnight' s tíme a t M , " a place about th irty miles or more down the coast.
The work to be done a t the place where you go consist» <Jf taking the various classes, exaridning the schools, preaching, taking services, hearing all disputes, settling mar riage cases, and a t times examining the buildings to see if they require repairs.
This done, there is the packing up of goods and chattels, arranging them into convenient packages suitable for the porters' heads, and then the start. I t ; reminds me rather of the local circus, where everything has its place, and the constant wear and tear to material soon leaves its mark after a short period o f daily travel.
I t . frequently happens th at you cannot choose your time o f tramping to the next fWtármtinnj as examining schools has to take |>lace between 9 -1 2 and 2 -4 , so you may have to travel in the middle of the day in order to be ready for work a t the next place, and you often run the risk of showers or excessive heat. A t this period of the rainy season the path or road is generally reduced to a footpath b y th e over growth around and is often little more than a swamp, or perhaps the black mud has a smooth sh in in g appearance on which it is thirty or forty yards away, is reached, and the human donkey as I laughingly call the man, gets a needle for his trouble, and so we go on to the journey' s end.
Y ou have to wait patiently for the loads to arrive before you can expect a meal, and then come the troubles o f the n ig h t: in most places there is a house for the traveller, but whether this is water-tight or not is another question; a door is not always cer tain, and the light comes generally from holes in the walls, or from a space purposely difficult to obtain a secure foothold. Here and there you come to a mountain stream rushing down, carrying all before it, which a few weeks before had been a dry sandy gulley. Sometimes the porters are not near, and the first comer carries you on his shoulders, staggering over the rough stones, hindered b y the strong current, till you are not certain that you will not tumble over his head, and get a gratuitous b a th ; but all ends well, the other bank, sometimes " a n d t h e f i k s t c o m e k c a b b i e s y o u o n ms SHOULD BBS." left between them and the roof. A t times the school, or church and school in one, forms the sleeping abode of the wanderer. I t is wise to ask the teacher for a safe spot to set up your' mosquito net, as a hurried shift in the night to avoid a sudden rain storm is not always pleasant. One encoun ters a t times m any night visitors, and as a member of the Zanzibar staff said, the net keeps out far more than the dreaded little buzzing insect that is so much to be feared.
A t some places there is a table, and generally a stump of a tree to sit upon, or an old packing case is an excellent substi tute, but Mr. Swinnerton is doing great things in the bettering of the housing of the poor clergy.
In the dry season most of our discom forts disappear, and to any one who is interested in botany these walks abound in objects of growth which one does not see in the old country, and the expedi tions give you a good chance of getting to know more of those among whom we work. one, but it is the native mail that persists a t times in going astray.
A letter arrives, for instance, for Lewis P . Ngoo, L . Nyasa, and on taking it to that village, one learns that he has moved some fifty miles south, so the new direction is written upon it, and the letter waits perhaps for a month, until the steamer next calls at that village ; when, unless it is accidentally overlooked, it is a t last faithfully delivered.
Another letter is for John K . Msumba. On inquiry, one learns that he has gone down to the coast for work for six months. " W ill any one keep the letter till his return ? " His wife declines, as the rats will be sure to gnaw it to pieces, will the postmaster SS. CHAUNCY MAPLES.
keep it until he comes back ? So the docu ment waits in the hope one day of delivery.
Then there is the insufficiently addressed letter " to James K ., Universities' Mission, Lake Nyasa. Probably there are six James K .'s scattered throughout the Diocese, and the stokers and deck-hands, on being ap pealed to , differ strongly as to which is meant, and the letter probably goes to three or four of the wrong James' s first, before the lawful owner is able to read the contents.
Then there is the illegibly written letter, which might be for any one, and as there is no dead letter department here, guesses arc made often wide of the mark, and some
OUR AFRICAN M AIL
times there is no delivery at all of the mysterious epistle.
So we reach, the end of the first half of our journey, the top end of the lake, and the post office is empty, the accommodation for letters is only the top berth in a small cabin, there is no other space available.
Thee commences the return journey, and one picks up the mail for the south, the mines, and England. Often a native to wards the end of the trip will come up with perhaps half a dozen notes, all without envelopes, and among them is one for Harriet Jones, 23. High Street, England; you remark that none of these have enve lopes, or stamps upon them, and that this particular note is insufficiently addressedwhere did it come from and who is the sender ? He answers that he hopes the Mission will provide covers for the letters, and stamps also, that he does not remember where he got that particular letter from, for it was given him by some one on shore and somewhere-but where-he forgets. It is returned to him with instructions to find out further particulars, and to present it fully addressed. e have no scales or P.O, Guide aboard, and so the weight and correct postage has often to be guessed, with the result that a month or so later, there is returned some letter written across in blue pencil by the Government Postmaster insufficiently stamped, for it is a rule of this country that no letter leaves its boundaries under stamped. The Postmaster has neither salary nor uniform, he does not stamp his mail with a post-mark, but he signs him self.
G . De l a P.
-OUR AFRICAN M A IL K i l i m a n i .
OU will have heard that Paul Sudi smashed his fingers in the printing press and was obliged to have one finger taken en tirely off, and two halves, so he can no longer be a printer but helps in the garden at Mkunazini. The Bishop says that he bore the operation, which was a most painful one, very bravely. Samwil Heri is working as cook boy at S. Monica's and going on all right. John Ah is jloing dobi work." " We are so hard up for kisibaus of the right size (see Wants in C.A.). Noredor white shukas came out last year and not many blue ones, so we are rather badly off. The boys have written some letters to England, they describe a tram as ' the child of the train.' " M s a l a b a n i .
" The other day in Church, just as the Archdeacon turned to dismiss the cate chumens, there was a clatter in the chancel. I thought one of the boys had fainted, but then I saw Rev. John Saidi seize an extinguisher from the chapel and give another to one of the teachers. They began to poke under the altar, and then I heard whack, whack, and the teacher ap peared carrying a green snake which had fallen from the roof. The boys were so good and no one moved." " A few days ago our teacher Roda was ill and I had all the children. They are getting much more disciplined though they still de light in pinching each other ! I sat the five babies in a corner with a rag doll and two woolly lambs to play with, when suddenly I saw one of those very poisonous emerald green snakes. There was no stick at hand to kill it with and I was terrified lest it should slip round to the corner where the wee babies sat, so I called out to the elder children to tuck up their legs, and picked up the small ones and put them on the form, and ran for a stick, and Charles came hurry ing up and killed it." (Charles was one of the first Christians at Korogwe.)
Miss Medd writes of Jamesi (Robert James) who some of our readers will re member : " I have Bishop Maple's special child ' Jamesi ' here. I am so glad to have him and hope we shall be able to keep him at least this year so that he may be able to be confirmed when the Bishop (of Likoma) re turns. We may be able to keep him longer, but all his people live at Xkamanga on the west side of the Lake and he has been at the Scotch School there. He is very back ward in leading, but his writing is good. He is quite a big boy and very good looking."
THE EDITOR'S NOTE BOOK.
yLL our readers must pray for us before, and on the day of our Anniversary, May 31st, that God's blessing may go with us through the year, and that our work may be abundantly fruitful.
A A small Sale of Work and fancy goods, done by the Sewing Class, which was held on Saturdays throughout the winter, took place in Chetnole School on April 18. The Rev. T. L. Jenkins, Vicar of Leigh, very kindly gave a short address on the objects of the Mission and told us why all should support it. Some acting was done by the Misses and Master Chadwick, and as all the fittings for the tea stall and the acting were kindly given by Mr. Neal the money taken, £3 5s. Ad., was clear profit. Also 9s. 3d. was collected at the work parties in one of the U.M.C.A. boxes, and 11s. 2d. was received in donations, making a total of £4 5s. 9d. The money is to pay for the schooling of Raphael Chuluka.
The following mem bers of the working party kindly helped as stall holders :--Miss Andrews, F. Bartlett. M. Broadway, E. Chiles, L. Crabb, T. Dean, L. Hunt, L. Lloyd, E. Patch, L. Townsend and M. Travers.
On May 9 we sent five workers to Africa -Miss Choveaux and Miss Coates to Zanzi bar, Miss Bennet to Hegono, Messrs. Wilcocks and Brown to Nyasa.
--------------
doing ' all such good works as Thou hast pre pared for us to walk in.' You know I had my preparation for Confirmation at school, but I'm awfully pleased I was home for those last two classes of the Rector's. And I aw glad you mean to go in for the Mission too. I can always lend you the magazines, you see. I'm going to order both of them."
The sun was shining brightly but the roads were hard with frost and slippery in places.
Chalmers, the coachman, decided to drive the dog-cart down to the Rectory himself instead of sending one of the grooms, for the mare was fresh and wanted managing.
" Jump up behind, my boy," he called out to Andrew, " I shall want you for the gates."
The mare fumed and fretted as she stood waiting at the Rectory door, but the Rector was an excellent whip and once fairly started she went steadily enough for a little way. But as she came to the bottom of the drive something startled her and she began to plunge. Andrew was standing at the gate as proud and pleased as possible to have a chance of touching his hat to the Missionary. For the Archdeacon was as great a hero in his eyes as in Humphrey's.
" Go to her head, Andrew ! " called out the Rector. As the boy ran to obey he slipped on some ice at the side of the road and fell backwards full length on the hard ground.
The Archdeacon and the Rector were out of the cart in an instant, and while the Rector quieted the frightened mare, the Archdeacon went to Andrew. He lay white and still, seemingly unconscious, but as the Arch deacon bent over him he opened his eyes and in spite of his pain he flushed with pleasure when he saw who it was.
" You'll miss your train, sir. Please don't bother about me." Then as he tried to raise himself he fainted away again.
At the Rector's shout for help, Chalmers and the gardener came running down the drive, and together they carried the boy into the house. Andrew soon recovered con sciousness, but when the doctor came he said that the boy had hurt his back, and that though he hoped the injury might turn out not to be very serious, yet the greatest care must be taken of him.
Humphrey's holidays were over. Much as he liked school, he never enjoyed going back, and to-day it seemed much harder than ever.
For Andrew was worse. He had gone back so much during the last week that the doctor had got anxious, and, at his suggestion, the Squire had telegraphed for a great doctor from London.
If only Humphrey could have waited to hear the verdict it would not have been so bad.
But the great doctor would not arrive until ten minutes past three, and his train started at half-past two.
No wonder that he went off in the most miserable spirits.
{To be continued.)
THE CHILDREN'S PAGE.
G r a n t h a m , : had from m e; they are a kind of chicory. April 30, 1906.
They grow very much like an iris and when MY DEAR CHILDREN,-they are dry the pods open and show the At last I know the name of those little red j seeds inside just as an iris does in the and black seeds which some of you have i autumn. I have still plenty left if any one
